presently we were back in England and almost immediately
after diat we were back in Rye. Having as yet no home, we
went to the * Mermaid' and were perfectly happy there in
antique discomfort. It was then in an extreme state of
neglect and dilapidation. It was dirty, badly heated and
when fires became necessary, the chimneys smoked. The
ancient windows let in arctic draughts and we were re-
duced to stuffing cracks and holes with stockings. But we
camped in a large and beautiful room with a big log fire
in a lovely old grate, and we tolerated a stinking supple-
mentary oilstove and a host of other inconveniences with
equanimity, and John was able to work because of the
fulfilling atmosphere of the place. We also liked the inef-
ficient old Irish manageress. Our attitude can best be
gauged by John's reactions when we lunched one day at
another and at that time decidedly better equipped hotel.
She was told that in deference to certain old maids of both
sexes it was not permitted to smoke in the coffee-room and
she remarked very audibly to me: * Let's go back to our
Mermaid, shall we ? At any rate there I'm allowed to spit
on the floor!'
We did not at first succeed in our hunt for a home; she
was going to give me the house when we found it and was
very anxious this time to make no mistakes. It had to be
not only convenient but beautiful and not only beautiful
but also ancient and unspoiled, and houses of that descrip-
tion are seldom empty in Rye.
Meanwhile, in spite of our love for the Mermaid, we felt
we must have more room to spread ourselves and we com-
promised by taking a little furnished house, No. 8 Watch-
bell Street, exactly opposite the Catholic church. There
she could work quietly and keep her own hours and mean-
while we would have time to look around us at leisure until
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